
TOOTH c 
$fv people have stood watch over this land for centuries. The _ _  ~ 

wars between our kind and the ogves were commonplace. Savage, brutal 
campai s left both sides demoralized and broken But, in one season, each 
wou 7 d be prepaved to fight again. Thls was always the way of things 

The ogres have moved on, but the need for watchful eyes has not passed. 
Our brothers are sava e and warlike, but we are not. Our cousins make enemies 

offense i t  the slightest misunderstanding, provoking war with nations twice 
their size and strength: I t  seems that no matter where we live, conflicts arise. 

with everyone aroun f them, while we stand vigilant and hopeful. Our kin take 

Our hope is to find a place where we belong and our children can live in peace. 
- Gr'gthyr, Gnoll Warden 

I _  

%is is A G V ~ D E  To  ExTincTion 
This sonrcebook contains everything a GM or player needs 

for campaigns involving monster races as pcs. It includes all of the 
information you need for playing orcs, trolls, and all manner 

of monsters as player characters. Additional rules for new races 
and cross-breeds are also included. 

The beasts within are yours to command i 

i 
~ 

THE WEAKSHALL BE CVLLED . ~ 

~ 9 new prestige classes 

17 new races and original 

~ 

9 Newfeats 

Rules for munster PCs 
New spells and magic items New monster races as adversaries 

cross-breeds 

Sa
m

pl
e 

file



The strong survive and the weak are ground under the boot of might. 
An ogre rules because he is strong, not because he was born to rule. 

0 2002 by Aderac Entertainment Group, Inc. AI rights reserved. 
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INTRODUCTION 

TNTRODUmON 
Born from the thousand bloods. 
I come. 
Born from the hundred sickness. 
1 live. 
Born from the death of mercy. 
1 endure. 
Borne from the eternal hate of the million fires. 
1 breathe. 
Borne from the failure of sin and excess. 
I ah. 

1 am the unliving thing, the beast of midnight. 
1 cannot be named and 1 cannot be destroyed. 
Hide your eyes and bury your dead, for the evil that 

walks among you is impossible to see and the age of death 
shall replace you all. 

- Epitaph carved on the Tomb of Czzigrak, 
the first Black Orc 

Before the present age, every manner of beast skittered 
and crawled across the earth. Mammoth beasts capable of 
legendary feats of strength strode over the mountain tops. 
Impossible monsters with the speed o f a  hundred cougars ran 
across deserts in a day. Deep-sea beasts capable of swallow- 
ing lakes with a breath slept at the bottom of ocean chasms. 
Magical beasts with the power to reshape reality bent the 
earth to their will. 

And then the lowest of breeds came and everything 
changed. 

Eons of upheaval changed the world. The monstrous gods 
that once ruled slowly began to fade. Orcs, elves, dwarves, 
goblins, gnomes, ogres, merfolk, trolls, centaurs, minotaurs 
and scores of creatures whose names were lost to time all 
changed the wad. Their races, so prolific, fought for domi- 
nance in a world where the titans were dying. Hundreds of 
wars broke out and thousands of alliances were formed. 
The landscape would be forever marked by their passings. 

In the end, humanity stood tall and the other races scur- 
ried from the light, hiding in their holes. 

Some took to the mountains and forests. Others found 
rejiige under the swamps and lakes. Every beast did what it 
could to carve out a niche, a place where it could thrive 
undeterred. Most made their homes secluded from the rest 
of the world, while human and orc boundaries expanded 
without fail. The world rapidly become a nest for hungry 
hatchlings fighting for the last morsel of food. 

But some creatures escaped notice. 

In the darkness, beasts made homes where none dared live, 
eschewing their kin and becoming the dark brethren of the 
race. Dwawes, elves, orcs, and even humans had children 
they kept hidden from the world, or children that hid 
themselves. Stories tell of beasts so impossible that none but 
a handful of brave souls have ever seen one, let alone faced 
one down. And, in the hallow of unspeakable places mages 
conducted experiments on gnolls and goblins and elves and 
ogres and all the rest, trying to build the perfect warriov. Or 
the perfect servant. 

And beyond the veil of human sight, ancient wars are still 
fought between beasts most men know nothing about. 

As centuries passed, new monsters arose from where 
others had been. Four legged and eight-legged beasts rose up 
from the crags and deepest forests. Giant rats, spiders, 
and every breed of vermin became a threat to humanity's way 
of life. Flying beasts capable of tearing the jlesh from the 
bone mixed with fodder to make carnivorous monsters that 
no man should ever see. 

Things that should have never been, had become. 

I t  is unclear where this will end. How will the beasts of 
the world change as the centuries go on? Will humankind be 
replaced by a stronger, smarter, more industrious race? Are 
the elves destined to watch as the earth becomes the play- 
ground for vile and unrefined beasts? Are the ora  just the 
first in a long line of miscreants capable of overrunning their 
world with their filth? And when the last dwarven kingdom 
is destroyed under a mountain of stone and blood by an 
unseen malevolent beast.. . will anyone notice? 

- Author Unknown 
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C H A P T E R  O N E :  

c o m  
“What do you remember?” 
1 awakened to these words, my head still pounding. 

I reached up to touch my temple, where the orc had wound- 
ed me, and found expertly-dressed bandages. The world 
around me, however, was quite dark. 

“What do you remember?” The voice was grufi throaty, 
but not impatient. The accent was not orcish, either - 
faintly elven. 

“I remember setting the ambush. The orcs had kidnapped 
the princess, but they couldn’t have expected US to counter- 
attack so fast. Luthiel caught their trail quickly, and we had 
resolved to head them ofi” 

“What happened then?” The question was rhetorical - 
not even a hint of curiosity. He knew. 

“The orcs had somehow anticipated us, and they called in 
rest of their tribe for aid. They fell upon us. The mage and 
cleric died to arrow fire, and the rogues slipped away. Luthiel 
and 1 stood back-to-back, but 1 felt him fall behind me before 
one of the orcs brained me. 1 thank you, sir, for my freedom.” 
1 tried looking around, but it was no good - absolute dark- 
ness. Was 1 blind? 

“Don’t thank me yet. Your impetuousness cost me two of 
my people, and I fully intend for you to fulfill their roles. Do 
you agree?” 

“So long as 1 do not violate my vows in so doing, 1 agree. 
1 pledge to you my sword, my faith, and my life i f  need be.” 

“That’ll have to do. skrit, release him.” 
1 blinked, and 1 could see again. I t  was twilight, and a f u l l  

dogen orc c o p e s  lay about me. Nearby, a small campfire 
bloomed, and a hulking, horned figure tended to it. Before me 
was a large, black thing that sat on its haunches, staring at 
me. 

“Not what you expected, is it, human?” I t  grinned a 
tusked grin, and I could see its face better in the darkness - 
an orc, no mistaking it. I t  had tricked me. 

My sword was in my hand in an instant, and I hurled 
myself forward to avenge my fallen comrades. 

It was fastey, and it captured my sword hand in its fist. 
“Careful, sir knight. You are no use to me with broken 

“That was before I realized you were an orc.” 
I t  growled deeply, and its breath fogged in the night air. 

“You will never call me that again. Ever.” I t  did not raise its 
voice, but it squeezed my hand in its fist. 

oaths, and you did swear fealty to me.” 

“What are you, then?” 
“I am of the brood - the bastard result of dark elves med- 

dling in orcish lines, but 1 bow to neither. 
‘And trust me, human, my hatred for orcs is enough to 

make me ally with you. Your vendettas are childish spites in 
comparison.” I t  dropped me, unceremoniously, to the ground. 

I sheathed my sword and stood, rubbing my fist. The large 
form by the fire lumbered over to me, a great club of cooked 
meat in his outstretched hand. 

“Eat,” the brute said, and I looked upon a minotaur. 
“Relax, knight. Gax is calm. For the moment.” The brood 

1 sat, and the minotaur sat with me. The meat was tough, 

“How are his wounds, skrit?” 
A sudden weight slammed into my chest, knocking me 

onto my back. Two fingers cruelly probed at my bandages, 
and a foul scent entered my nostrils. 

chuckled at  my discomfort. 

but filling. 

“Oh, he? fine-fine-fine, boss. wounds heal nice.” 
“Get off of me, you filthy kobold!” 1 shoved the creature 

ofi and stood. The minotaur stared, slack-jawed at me as it 
scooted away, and the kobold sneered. 

“skrit, girl, we still need him. His attitude will improve 
with time.” The brood stood and crossed between me and the 
kobold. 

“He hit me, boss.” 
“Yes, he did,” the brood turned, swiftly striking me across 

%ay hands on me again, orc-kin, and 1’11 slay you myselj 

“I just saved your life again, knight. Skrit would have 

“1 can hold my own against a kobold.” 
yYes, you did such a fine job with the orcs.” 

the face, then pulling me to its own. 

oaths or no.” 

killed YOU.” 
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